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membrances, I longed unspeakably for my Bergelchen: I and my
heart were weaned with the foreign busy day; no one here said
a kind word to me, which he did not hope to put in the bill.
Friends! I languished for my friend, whose, heart would pour
out its blood as a balsam for a second heart; I cursed my over-
prudent regulations, and wished that, to have the good Berga at
my side, I had given up the stupid houseware to all thieves and
fires whatsoever : as I walked to and fro, it seemed to me easier
and easier to become all things, an Exchequer-Eath, an Excise-
Eath, any Eath in the world, and whatever she required when
she came.

" See thou take thy pleasure in the town!" had Bergelchen
kept saying the whole week through. But how, without her, can
I take any ? Our tears of sorrow friends dry up, and accompany
with their own: but our tears of joy we find most readily repeated
in the eyes of our wives. Pardon me, good Friends, these liba-
tions of my sensibility; I am but showing you my heart and my
Berga. If I need an Absolution-merchant, the Pontac-merchant
is the man.

First Night in Fldtz.

Yet the wine did not take from me the good sense to look
under the bed, before going into it, and examine whether any one
was lurking there; for example, the Dwarf, or the Eatcatcher, or
the Legations-Eath ; also to shove the key under the latch (which
I reckon the best bolting arrangement of all), and then, by way
of farther assurance, to bore my night-screws into the door, and
pile all the chairs in a heap behind it; and, lastly, to keep on
my breeches and shoes, wishing absolutely to have no care upon
my mind.

But I had still other precautions to take in regard to sleep-
walking. To me it has always been incomprehensible how so

19. It is easier, they say, to climh a hill when you ascend hack foremost.
This, perhaps, might admit of application to political eminences; if you still
turned towards them that part of the "body on which you sit, and kept your faco
directed down to the people; all the while, however, removing and mounting.

26. Few German writers are not original, if we may ascribe originality (as is
at least the conversational practice of all people) to a man, who merely dishes
out his own thoughts without foreign admixture. For as, between their Memory,
where their reading or foreign matter dwells, and their Imagination or Produc-
tive Power, where their writing or own peculiar matter originates, a sufficient
space intervenes, and the boundary-stones are fixed-in so conscientiously and
firmly that nothing foreign may pass over into their own, or inversely, so that
they may really read a hundred works without losing their own primitive flavour,